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Easter Awakenings 


Au WINTER long this spring’s baby 
leaves lay snugly encased in little brown 
shell-like bundles on the bare limbs of the 
trees. Then came the rains and the warmer 
winds of spring, and the leaves began to 
stretch and stir like infants wakening from 
happy dreams. When the time is just right, 
how eagerly the leaves cast off their now use- 
less brown shells and begin to dance and 
flirt their bright green dresses in the soft, 
warm spring sunshine. It seems as if they 
are shouting to the spring flowers to come 
forth from their own dark winter beds and 
make the world a joyously happy place with 
their perfume and their beauty. 

It must have been something like this on 
that first Easter morning when Jesus Christ 
came forth from the dark rock tomb in which 
Joseph of Arimathea and Jesus’ other friends 
had placed Him. As the angels watched over 
the tomb, their hearts must have shouted 
with gladness as the Son of God stretched 
and stirred in His graveclothes. Quickly and 
quietly, they must have rolled the stone away 
and welcomed joyously the risen Christ. — 

This part of the Easter story is not men- 
tioned in the Bible story of the resurrection, 


but we are told of the great joy of Magg 
Magdalene and the other Mary when thef 
came and found the empty tomb and hearg@ 
the angel say, “He is risen.” And we are 
of the unspeakable joy of His disciples whe 3 
He met with them later. We can only imag : 
ine the great joy in the heart of Jesus beca . . 
He had kept His faith in God and proved 
to all mankind that life is eternal. He wall 
happy not only for Himself, but also for ui 
because He knew that we, too, can overco ne | 
death through our faith in God. 4 

There are many deaths to be overcome balm 
sides the death of our body. Did you evel <: 
watch the happy light in Mother’s eyes di 
when you were acting naughty or the joy if 
a small child’s voice die when you were crosil 
to him? And did you ever watch the loveg 
light come to Mother's face when you weft 
obedient or the smile come to little brother 
face when you offered to play with him oi 
help him? These are little resurrections iim 
which we all can take part to make thigj 
world of ours a happy place to live in. 
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Skies are bluer; grass is greener; 
Flowers are opening bright and gay; 
Birds all sing their best, while little 
Bunny gaily hops our way. 


My brand-new lamb, all white and woolly, 
Kicks his heels as if to say, 

“Even I know Easter’s special; 
All the world is new today!” 
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By Ole Rambo Cook 


hee Weaver hurried into her room and 
unwrapped all the packages she and her 
mother had purchased that day. Quickly, 
she put on the shiny new pumps and slipped 
the pale-green dress over her head and but- 
toned the tiny buttons. Then she smoothed 
her brown curls, put on the new hat and 
gloves, picked up the white handbag, and 
turned slowly before the long mirror. Her 
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SPECIAL 


cheeks flushed pink with pleasure at her 
reflection. 

She walked into the living room, where 
Mother was waiting and turned slowly, like 
a model. Then she relaxed with a blissful 
sigh. “I just love everything—the hat, the 
pumps, the bag, and the gloves! And the 
dress! Mother, it’s the loveliest one I’ve ever 
had. And the trip, too! Oh, it’s going to be 
a wonderful Easter. I can hardly wait until 
Friday!” 

“I’m excited, too,” Mother said. “It’s been 
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seven years since your Aunt Jen and [I last 
saw each other. Then, Sandra was seven and 
Marta four, and the twins were just begin- 
ning to walk. Now, there are Billy and 
Melissa and the baby that I’ve never seen. 
Sometimes it seems a long way across 
Texas.” 

It did not seem far to Sally as the big bus 
sped over the highway, through little towns 
and big cities, past ranches with windmills, 
pastures with grazing cattle, fields of cotton, 
and, at last, into the town where Uncle Bill 
and Aunt Jen and all the cousins were wait- 
ing for them. 

Aunt Jen grabbed Mother and kissed and 
hugged her, and Uncle Bill put his arm 
around Sally. “Mighty glad you could come. 
Here are Sandra and Marta, Tommy and 
Sammy, little Bill and Melissa, and this is the 
baby.” He turned so Sally could see the 
sleepy face on his shoulder. “We're quite 
a family when you get us all together.” 

Sally looked at all the cousins, a bit 
confused, trying to fit names with faces. 

“Too many of us to take at one dose,” 
Sandra, tall and grown-up, said as she smiled 
at Sally. “After a while you'll know who's 
who.” 

“She knows who’s who now,” Marta said, 
and she slipped her hand into Sally’s and 
gave it a loving squeeze. “I could hardly 
wait until the bus got here. We're almost 
twins, for I’m eleven, too. Mom thinks we 
look alike in our pictures.” 

Sally looked at the round face that was 
surprisingly like her own, and a gay, happy 
feeling filled her heart. 

“It’s wonderful you could come for 
Easter,” Sandra said as they wedged into an 
old station wagon. “Tomorrow, we have the 
annual egg hunt in our yard. All the neigh- 
bor kids come—and other friends, too.” 
“Sunday, there’s special music at the 


church, and the junior choir sings with the 
grown-up choir for the very first time,” 
Marta said. 

“And Marta sings the verses of one song 
all by herself,” Tommy announced proudly, 

“There are lots of lilies and ferns, and 
the chimes ring in the tower, and Easte 
seems to be inside and outside and every. 
where. It’s the best feeling!” Marta said, 
her blue eyes shining. 

They stopped in front of a big, old brick 
house with spreading trees and a wide lawn, 
Inside the long living room, the comfortable 
chairs with their faded slip covers, the 
scarred piano with the pile of music on the 
top, the books and magazines on a lov, 
round table, and the plants in the bay win. 
dow seemed to welcome them. 

“Come on, and we'll show you our room,’ 
Marta said as she and Sandra picked up 
Sally’s bag and hurried down the hall. 

“I'm going to bunk with Betty, and you 
can have my bed,” Sandra said as she pointed 
to one of the twin beds. “There’s a place 
for your clothes in the closet, too.” 

“I love your dress,” Marta said, eying 
Sally’s dress, “And your hat—I love it, too.” 

“You'll like my Easter dress,” Sally said 
as she opened the traveling bag and proud) 
took out the new pale-green dress and held 
it up before them. 

“O-0-0-oh!” Sandra and Marta gasped 
with admiration. 

“That’s my favorite color,” Marta said 
wistfully. She touched the blouse and patted 
the full skirt. “Such teeny-tiny buttons and 
such pretty lace, Sally, it’s gorgeous.” 

Sally beamed with pride. “What color is 
your Easter dress?” she asked as she hung 
her dress in the closet. 

For a moment the room was very quiet 
Then Marta said, ‘““We don’t have new Eastet 
dresses.” 
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As Martha sang, Sally listened, 
until the last note sounded. 


Sally turned in amazement and caught the 
hurt look in Marta’s eyes. “Well—I guess 
it doesn’t make any difference,” she stam- 
mered, “since you'll be wearing choir robes 
and your dresses won’t show.” She shook 
out another dress to hang in the closet. 

“The junior choir doesn’t wear robes,” 
Sandra said slowly. “It doesn’t make much 
difference about me, for I stand in line with 
all the others; but Marta is out in front. 
Mother shortened a pink dress of mine and 
put on a new white collar and cuffs and 
made a satin belt. It looks nice, but——” 

“That’s the second time it’s been made 
over,” Marta said with a wry grin. “First, 
it was Aunt Lottie’s; then, Sandra’s; and 
now, mine. It has roses on it, and they bloom 
every spring!” 

Both girls suddenly burst out laughing, 
and Sally laughed, too. 

“It’s not so bad, really,” Marta said 
loyally. 
“When Mother and Dad bought this big 
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house with the nice, big yard, they told us 
we would all have to ‘make do’ with what 
we had. We said we'd rather have the big 
house and yard than to be all crowded to- 
gether in a little house with no place to 
play. But sometimes when we see such 
pretty things, we forget,” Sandra said rue- 
fully. 

“Come on, and we'll go outside. Smoky 
has a new family of kittens.” The wistful 
look on Marta’s face vanished as she took 
Sally’s hand. 

To Sally, the back yard seemed almost 
as big as the little park near the apartment 
where she lived. There were tall, old trees 
and a brick patio with an outdoor fireplace 
and a picnic table with benches. High in an 
old oak was a tree house, and Sally held her 
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April again, and a breeze is coming, 

Sweet and warm, from the lands of the 
South. 

Out in the forest, woodpeckers are 
drumming, 

And berries are waiting to melt in the 
mouth. 


April again, and an oriole is swinging, 
High in the branches that cover its 


nest. 

In its own apple tree, a mocker is 
singing, 

Singing the heart right out of its 
breast. 


April again, and the world is rejoicing 
At all the new life, the growth, and the 
cheer. 
Happily, happily, gay tongues are 
voicing 
The gladness that comes when April is 
here. 


breath as the twins raced up the ladder and 
leaned over the railing, grinning. 

There was a place to play croquet and a 
pole with a backboard and ring to practice 
goals in basketball. A rope swing hung from 
a tree limb. At the back of the yard was 
an old barn that was used for the garage. 
Here, Uncle Ben and the boys hammered 
and sawed and made things in the workshop, 
and Smoky had her kittens. 

There were patches of bright spring flow- 


ers and a bed of white Easter lilies. Marta 
even found some pale new leaves exactly 
the color of Sally’s Easter dress. 

There was so much to see that it seemed 
but a minute until it was evening. 

“Tomorrow, we'll have lots to do, but it 
will be fun. Yesterday, we colored dozens 
of eggs, and they all have to be hidden,” 
Marta said as they got ready for bed. “Oh, 
Sally, I’m glad you came for a visit.” 

“I'm glad, too,” Sally said happily as she 
turned down the covers. “It’s just as won- 
derful as I thought it would be.” 

Early the next morning, before the little 
ones were up, Sally and Marta and Sandra 
hid the colored eggs in the yard, tucking 
some of them behind bushes and tree trunks 
and others in nests in the grass. 

Then, there was the patio to sweep and 


flowers to pick and errands to run. Soon after 


lunch, the party began, and it seemed to 
Sally that dozens of children swarmed over 
the yard, laughing and shouting as they 
found the eggs. She and Marta and Sandra 
filled cups with lemonade, and Aunt Jen 
and Mother handed out cookies and candy 
eggs. It was like having a picnic at the 
park. 

After dinner, the family gathered in the 
living room to hear Marta practice the song 
for tomorrow. Sally leaned back in a big 
chair, wondering how it would be always 
to live in a house full of people, to share 
and work and play together, to do without 
because there were so many. 

Then Marta began to sing, her voice as 
sweet and clear as the cardinal’s in the 
garden: 

“Joyous bells ring out today; 
Christ the Lord has risen.” 

As Sally listened, she could almost see 

Marta in the church, wearing the made-over 
(Please turn to page 42) 


Wee Wisdom 


= 
ty 
asa 
| TAQ 
= 
TA 
val 
| La 

A 


we ws tv 


Words and Music by Beth Milliken Joerger 
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He went hip - pe - ty- hop, hip-hop- ping, With his long ears flip - pi - ty - flop-ping. 


was fun to watch him hop, And we DID-N’'T see him stop. 
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Picture Grenadier 


Part ONE 


Anvor passing by the Lane cottage on 
that bright Saturday morning in April would 
have seen Phil O'Hara sitting on the steps 
with the sunlight on his red hair and his 
chin in his hands. But actually he was not 
there at all. 

He was not even in Virginia. He was 
back a month in the past, and some 1,500 
miles away, at Greentree Farms in Missouri. 
He was perched with his father, trainer Mike 
O'Hara, on the white rail fence of the prac- 
tice track, watching a big chestnut stallion 
take the jumps with the ease of a swallow. 

As the horse completed the circuit of the 
track, Mike O’Hara’s thumb punched down 
on the stop watch he was holding. Seeing 
the time, Phil whistled. 

“Grenadier’s really fast, isn’t he!” he ex- 
claimed. 

“Indeed he is,” said his father, in the rich 
voice that still held a trace of Irish brogue. 
“He’s no tame ring jumper. Happen he'll 
be a famous steeplechaser, who'll bring 
plenty of trophies to Greentree someday. 
But he owes you a lot, Son. When he first 
came here, I'd not have given a plugged 
nickel for his chances.” 

Phil’s face flushed with pleasure at the 
praise. “He was just sick and frightened 
from that trip across the ocean and then 
all the way here on the train. It’s a long 
way from Ireland to Missouri.” . 
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“That it is,” Mr. O'Hara replied. “I mind 
I was a bit shaky myself when I first came 
off the boat, and your mother, too, God rest 
her. You'll not even be after remembering 
her, will you? But she'd be rare proud of 
you, she would.” He was silent for a mo- 
ment; then, with a little shake of his head, 
he seemed to come back to the present. 

“But speaking of Grenadier O’Shannon 
there, from the way you nursed him back 
to health and tamed the wildness out of him, 
I’m thinking you'll make a fine trainer some- 
day. Maybe you'll even be an owner and 
have yourself a place like this.” He waved 
one arm in a sweeping gesture that took in 


“I wish I were as brave 2 
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barns, track, the big stone main house, the 
guest houses, the many other buildings, and 
the acres of woods and rolling fields that 
were Greentree. 

“I'd like that for both of us,” Phil re- 
plied earnestly. “But I like anything that 
has to do with horses.” 

“I know. I hoped you would when I 
named you Philip. That means ‘lover of 
horses.’ But I’ve told you that often enough 
before. What I wanted to say is this. You 
gave Grenadier a lot of time that the rest 
of us were just too busy to spare. You’ve 
been riding him as he should be ridden, He’s 
a touchy horse, and plenty of time and 
gentleness are what he needs most. If you’d 
like, I’m going to give you the final training 
of him—with all the help from me you need, 
of course. He’s a good jumper; handled 
right, he’ll make a great one.” 

“Oh, Dad!” Phil exclaimed, “there’s noth- 
ing I'd rather do than train Grenadier. I love 
all the horses here, but Grenadier’s special.” 


about things,” Phil said. 
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“I know he’s special to you, Son, and 
that’s why you'll both be good for each 
other. You've been in on all his schooling 
so far, and you'll know how to handle him— 
loose rein, light hands, and no whip, ever. 
He won't bear roughing of any kind, and, 
mishandled, he could turn mighty mean.” 

“I know how touchy he is, but I’d never 
be rough with him even if he would stand 
for it. We're friends.” 

The big chestnut hunter cantered up to 
them, tossing his head so that the snaffle 
jingled. He was giving his rider a tussle to 
hold him. Withers and flanks were dark 
and shining with sweat. Phil put out a hand 
to pat the white blaze on Grenadier’s face 
—and suddenly, something butted into him, 
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almost knocking him off the steps and bring- 
ing him back to the present with a jolt. 

It was his cousin Ruthie’s collie pup, 
Freckles. Freckles was just at the gangling 
age when he seemed all legs and energy. 
Now, he pawed Phil frantically with flying 
white feet and tried to lick Phil’s ear at the 
same time. Phil smiled as he smoothed the 
dog’s head, but he was sad inside. Only a 
month since that happy day, and now Dad 
was gone. 


Phil was grateful to Aunt Ellen and his 
cousin Ruthie for having him come to live 
with them, but he missed his father terribly. 
And he also missed the familiar things they 
had shared—life at Greentree and the horses, 
especially his beloved Grenadier. Other 
hands would be training Grenadier right 
now, perhaps hurting him or frightening 
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Gratefully, the horse 
bounded away. 


him. It seemed to Phil as though his whole 
world had turned topsy-turvy. 

Just then a cheery voice called, “Freckles! 
Here, Freckles! Where are you?” And 
Ruthie came slowly around the corner of 
the little white house. Phil tightened his 
grip on the dog’s ruff to keep him from 
springing at his mistress and perhaps knock- 
ing her down. Freckles tried to be careful, 
but he was simply too big and awkward to 
be successful at it. 

As Phil held Freckles, he wondered for 
perhaps the hundredth time how Ruthie 
could be so happy when she had to walk on 
crutches. He was sure it would make him 
grumpy and miserable. 

“Hello, Phil.” Ruthie smiled as she came 
toward him. “Isn’t it a beautiful morning?” 

“Sure is,” Phil agreed, rising and helping 
her sit down on the edge of the porch. “Nice 
day to go horseback riding.” 

Ruthie laughed. “I really believe horses 
are all you think about,” she declared. 
Freckles put his head in her lap adoringly, 
and her yellow curls bobbed as she bent 
down to hug him. “You rascal,” she scolded, 
“you ran off and left me, didn’t you? But 
you won’t always be able to.” 

“Did the doctor say you are better when 
you went to see him yesterday?” Phil ques- 
tioned eagerly. He had heard people say 
Ruthie would never be able to walk again 
without crutches. 

“Oh, no, but I know I am anyway.” 

Phil was silent a moment, watching the 
quick, light movements of Ruthie’s hands 
as she patted the dog. “I wish I were as 
brave as you are about things,” he said. 
“They—they sort of get me down some- 
times.” 
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“Thank you for saying I’m brave, Phil,” 
Ruthie replied shyly, “but I’m not really. 
It's just that I have something to help me— 
something Mother told me about.” 

“Couldn’t you tell me, too?” Phil asked. 

“I could if—if you wouldn’t laugh. You’re 
a boy, and you might think it is silly.” 

“No, I promise I won't, on my honor. I'd 
really like to know about it.” 

“Well, you see, I don’t mind how things 
seem now so much because I have a kind 
of ‘magic picture.’ That’s what Mother calls 
it. In my mind, I don’t ever see myself on 
crutches. I see myself running and playing 
with Freckles, and—and dancing—on a stage 
with footlights and everything. I used to 
take ballet lessons a long time ago—before 
I was sick. I guess it wasn’t so long ago, 
because I’m a year younger than you are 
now, but it seems like a long time ago. I 
loved dancing more than anything, and I'd 
like to be a ballerina. Mother says if I talk 
with God about it and have faith that I’m 
truly well, someday I will be. I'll turn into 
my picture, or it will turn into me—if I 
believe enough.” 

“You mean a person could make some- 
thing happen just by wishing for it?” Phil 
asked in amazement. 

“No, it isn’t just wishing. There’s lots 
more to it than that. You have to believe 
in it—believe it’s already yours, just like 
Jesus told us to do— instead of just wishing 
it could be. You know He said: “Whatso- 
ever you shall ask in prayer, believing, you 
shall receive.” Mother says believing that 
way is one kind of praying. Your magic 
picture has to be something worth while, 
and you have to work at keeping the bad 
thoughts out of your mind, besides keep- 
ing your picture in your mind. Mother says 
its just like painting a picture on canvas, 
the way artists do. The canvas has to be 


April, 1958 


white and smooth, or the painting won’t be 
right; and your mind has to be clear and 
calm, or your magic picture won't be right.” 

Ruthie looked at Phil anxiously as she 
explained, but he had no intention of laugh- 
ing, not only because he had promised not 
to, but because he was very much interested 
in what she was saying. There were things 
he would like to make come true—especially 
concerning Grenadier—and it could not hurt 
to try Ruthie’s way. It certainly seemed to 
help her keep her spirits up. Besides, he 
could remember his dad saying, “A man has 
to have faith, Phil, to do anything worth 
doing.” 

“Could a magic picture help me get a job 
after school and week ends and maybe for 
this summer, too?” Phil asked, smiling. ‘I'd 
like to help pull a little of my weight. You 
know what I mean—help pay my way.” 

“You know we love having you,” Ruthie 
said. “I was lonesome lots of the time be- 
fore you came. But if you really want to get 
a job, I’m sure prayer will help you, and 
using a magic picture would help you to 
pray right.” 

“What do I do? I don’t even know what 
kind of job I want.” 

“Why not just see yourself being paid?” 

At that, both of them burst into laughter, 
but they decided it was a pretty good idea 
anyway. 

“T'll help you if you want me to,” Ruthie 
offered. 

“You mean someone else can help?” Phil 
asked in surprise. 

“Oh, yes. You can do it alone, but if 
someone else sees your magic picture, too, 
it helps.” 

“Well then, I'll help you with yours if I 
can.” 

(Please turn to page 41) 
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«ARRY rubbed his catcher’s mitt over the 
smooth, shiny hardness of the new ball as 
he walked across the yard. He sat down on 
the lowest step and tried to swallow the 
lump in his throat. What good were a brand- 
new ball and mitt if there was no one to play 
with? What good was a birthday when you 
had just moved to town and didn’t even 
know anyone to invite to a party? 

“Larry.” It was his mother calling. “Has 
the mail come yet?” 
Larry looked up at the mailbox and saw 
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By Jean MacArthur 


something white showing through the slot. 

“There’s something there,” he called back. 
“T'll bring it.” 

He went up onto the porch and reached 
into the mailbox. He pulled out four en- 
velopes and took them into the house. His 
mother stopped dusting to take them. 

“Didn’t you find anyone to play with?” 
she asked, seeing his unhappy face. “Why 
don’t you go down to the playground. This 
is Saturday. Some of the boys are sure to be 
there.” 
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“I don’t want to,” said Larry. His voice 
was as unhappy as his face. “I don’t know 
anybody.” 

“The playground is a good place to get 
acquainted,” his mother said. “You have to 
be friendly if you want other people to be 
friendly, you know.” 

“But, Mother, I did go to the playground 
yesterday afternoon. When I said hi, they 
just stared at me and went on playing. I 
don’t want to go again.” 

His mother was looking at the letters. 
“Here, Larry,” she said, “here’s one for 
you!” 

“Let me see it!” he cried eagerly, reaching 
for the envelope she held toward him. “Who 
is it from?” 

“Somone right here in the village,” his 
mother said. “I can tell that much from the 
postmark. Who do you suppose it can be?” 

Larry put his new ball and mitt on the 
desk and quickly tore open the envelope. 
There was a picture of a dog looking at a 
birthday cake. “Birthday Greetings!” it said. 


» 
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“Hi,” the boy said. “Want to play with us?” 
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Larry opened the folder. There was another 
picture of the dog, blowing out the candles 
on the cake, and there was a verse. It said: 
“Hello, Larry, This is Rover. 
I just thought I'd send him over 
To help you blow the candles out, 
And to help me. O.K., Rover—Shout 
Happy Birthday!” 
And then there was another picture of Rover, 
barking. 

Larry looked to see who had sent it. But 
there was no name. He looked on the front 
page again, and on the back page. There 
was no name anywhere, except his own name 
on the envelope. 

“Who could have sent it?’ Larry asked, 
puzzled. “I don’t know anybody in this town, 
and how could anybody know me? We just 
moved here yesterday.” 

“I can’t imagine,” said his mother. “But 
someone must want to be your friend, or he 
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Father, when You 
Have need of me, «<> 
Your willing partner 


I will be. — 3 


wouldn’t have sent it.” 

“I wish I knew who,” said Larry. He 
looked at the greeting again—on all its 
sides. He even turned it upside down to look. 
“Then I could say thank you, and I could 
be extra friendly, so he’d know I want to 
be his friend, too. Then I’d have one friend, 
at least.” 

“Well,” said his mother, ‘‘you’ll just have 
to be extra friendly to everybody, so as to 
be sure not to miss the one who sent you 
the greeting. Whoever you see, you'll be 
thinking, ‘Maybe he’s the one.’ And you'll 
have to give each one a fine, friendly smile, 
because if he should be the right one, you 
wouldn’t want him to think you don’t want 
him for a friend.” 

“Yes, I guess that’s what I'll have to do,” 
Larry decided. He put the greeting back in 
the envelope and laid it on the desk. “I 
think I'll go down to the playground. May- 
be he’s down there playing right now.” 

Larry picked up his ball and mitt and ran 
down to the playground in the next block. 
One of the boys who had stared at him the 
day before looked up at him as he came up. 
Larry smiled at him—the friendly kind of 
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smile you would smile at a friend who sends 
you birthday greetings. 

“Hi,” Larry said in the friendly kind of 
voice you would use to a friend who sends 
you birthday greetings. 

For just a moment the boy stared at Larry, 
Then he smiled, too. “Hi,” he said. “Want 
to play with us?” 

“T got a new ball and mitt for my birth- 
day,” Larry said. “You can use it first if 
you want to.” 

Pretty soon all the boys were crowding 
around to see the new ball and mitt. And as 
each one came up, Larry smiled and said hi 
in that extra-friendly way, because that very 
one might be the one who had sent the birth- 
day greeting. In no time at all they were all 
playing catch and taking turns trying the 
mitt. Larry took his turn along with the 
rest. They had such a good time that Larry 
was surprised when it was time to go home 
to lunch. He wasn’t really sorry, though, 
because he was hungry—hungrier than he 
had been for a long time. And it made him 
feel good to hear the boys call: 

“Bye, Larry. See you this afternoon.” 

“Come back as soon as you can, Larry. 
Bye.” 


“Thanks for letting us use your mitt, 
Larry. See you after lunch.” 

“So long, Larry. Be seeing you.” 

Larry socked his ball against the mitt as 
he walked home. He liked to hear the slap 
of it. When he came into the house, his 
mother was putting glasses of cool milk on 
the table. “Well,” she said, “you look as 
if you had been having fun. Did you find 
out who sent you the birthday greeting?” 

“No,” Larry answered, “I didn’t. I smiled 
at each one the way you said, but I still don’t 
know. It doesn’t matter, though, because they 
all want to be friends; and I guess they all 
know I want to be friends, too.” 


Wee Wisdom 


af 


Morniney Prayer 
BY FLORENCE TAYLOR 
7 
Ban 
he 
m 
ta 
T 
u 
= 
| 


By Lawrent Lee 


Copyright 1958 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


David and 


Pins Harrison was on the school ground, 
helping his friend Red fit his new catcher’s 
mitt. A few feet away, Teddy Malone was 
talking with big, raw-boned Charley Brewer. 
Teddy's head was tipped back as he looked 
up at Charley, and his eyes laughed. The 
sun was shining on his curly hair, and the 
April wind blew it about in bright waves. 
He was handsome, probably the best-look- 
ing boy in school, but he was always teasing 
someone or something. 
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FLORENCE 


the Tease 


He must have been teasing Charley, for 
Charley was flushed an angry red. 

David heard Teddy say, ‘I wonder why 
no one put you up for the most popular boy 
in our room. Whoever is chosen gets a dandy 
new tennis racket.” 

“I’m no pretty boy, and everyone knows 
it,” Charley said gruffly. ‘“That kind of thing 
is for sissies.” 

Teddy pretended surprise. “Are you call- 
ing your friend David a sissy? His name 
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was put up before Louise put mine up, and 
he sure wants that racket.” 

Charley sent an anxious glance at David. 
“You're the one I'm calling a sissy,” he 
stormed at Teddy. “Besides, you stink!” 

Teddy was delighted with Charley’s flare 
of anger. “You're wrong and you're right!” 
he said gleefully. “I’m no sissy, but I do 
stink. At least, this piece of cheese I have 
does.” 

He pulled a small package from his 
pocket and thrust it under Charlcy’s nose. 

“Limburger!” he announced. “Ever smell 
anything worse?” 

Charley shook his head. “Why do you 
carry that around?” he asked. 

“Oh, there are a lot of things a fellow 
can do with it,” said Teddy. ‘For one thing: 
It’s soft, and if I plastered it on David, no 
one would come near him. It might put him 
out of the contest, and I’d have a better 
chance to get the racket. Just watch me, big 
boy; and you'll get some laughs.” 

“Try plastering Dave, and I'll plaster 
you,” Charley said threateningly. 

David finished with the mitt and stepped 
back. 

“Hey, Charley,” he called, for Charley's 
hands were knotting and unknotting at his 
sides. Plainly, a little more badgering from 
Teddy would start a fight. “Come and throw 
a few fast ones with us.” 

Teddy called back before Charley could 
answer, ‘He says you're a sissy. He won't 
play ball with a sissy.” 

“Go tease yourself, Teddy,” David said 
good-naturedly. “Charley and I understand 
each other.” 

As David, Red, and Charley started for 
the far end of the playground, Charley 
growled, “It’s good you cut in, Dave. I'd 
sure have pasted him.” 

Red said, “Oh, Teddy’s just Teddy: 
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There's no use taking him seriously.” 

“He likes to make people squirm,” Charley 
declared resentfully. “Beat him in the con- 
test, Dave, and teach him something!” 

“If he wins, it'll go to his head,” said 
Red, “and that tennis racket is super.” 

“Nothing ever goes to Dave’s head,” said 
Charley; then he stammered, embarrassed, 
“Yours either, Red. I forgot you were up, 
too.” 

Red laughed. “I know how you feel about 
David, so don’t let it worry you. Besides, 
I'm just an athlete. A lot of people won't go 
overboard for muscles.” 

“And a lot will,” said David. ‘Your 
chances are better than mine, Red, but I 
would certainly like to have that racket. 
Tennis is my sport.” 

“Sure,” said Red. “You're good at it, but 
that’s not all. You're a top student, and 
you're nice to everyone.” 

“Most people are,” said David. “And I’m 
no brain. Anyway, brains aren't popular. So 
your chances are better than mine.” 

Charley was still embarrassed at hav- 
ing shown his preference for David. He 
mumbled, “I’m glad we have to say why 
we think our choice should win when we 
vote. Maybe we'll find out why people get 
liked. You know—find out what things we 
do that make people like us.” 

“If we knew,” said Red, “we might act 
better.” 

“Ready?” David called, and threw the 
first ball. 

It went from boy to boy so steadily that 
David forgot Teddy; but when the bell 
rang to call them inside, he learned where 
the other boy had been. As they passed a 

clump of bushes in the corner of the school- 
yard, they heard a distressed miaowing. 

“I guess Louise’s kitten followed her to 
school again,” said Red, glancing around. 
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“And got into trouble,” said Charley. 
“That kitten is so little, she’s probably scared 
to death.” 

“She’s in these bushes,” said David. “Let’s 
take a look.” 

The boys dropped to their knees. The 
leaves were young, but they almost hid the 
small gray kitten that was trapped in the 
thicket. 

“I see her,’ said David. “And Teddy’s 
been up to something. Get the smell of that 
limburger!”’ 


Charley snorted with disgust. “I'll say! 
He’s smeared the stuff on that ribbon Fluff 
has around her neck.” 


“She most likely ran into the bushes to 
get away from Teddy,” said David. ‘Then 
she clawed at the ribbon to get it off. That 
pulled the bow into a knot and got the rib- 
bon caught in the bushes. So now, she can’t 
get out.” 


Charley glanced toward the building. 
“Let's go,” he said. ‘Everyone’s inside, and 
the voting begins right off.” 

“Fluff’s so scared that she'll choke her- 
self if we leave her here,” said David. 
“We've got to get her out first.” 

Red hesitated, but Charley begged, “Be- 
ing tardy'll lose you fellows some votes. My 
ma says out of sight’s out of mind. Teddy 
most likely counted on your being kind- 
hearted and did this so he could pick some 
votes off you!” 

"O.K.,” said Red with sudden decision. 
“He can have any votes he can get that way. 
I'm staying with David. You go in and ex- 
plain to Miss Morgan. Ask her if Louise 
can come out and help. Maybe she can coax 
Fluff out if we have trouble with her.” 

Charley left at a run. David and Red 
worked quietly with the kitten, trying to un- 
twist the ribbon from about the branches, 
and calm her fears. By the time Charley got 
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Evening Prayer 


By Vada F. Carlson 


Like a birdie in the nest, 

| will close my eyes and rest; 
Father, keep me through the night 
And wake me in the morning light. 


back with Louise, they had Fluff free of the 
bushes and were loosening the bedraggled 
ribbon from around her neck. 

“The voting was just starting, and I made 
a speech,” Charley called triumphantly. “I 
told them about you fellows, out here sav- 
ing Louise’s kitten, even if out of sight is 
out of mind and you might lose a few votes 
doing it. I voted, too!” 

Louise had tears in her eyes as she picked 
up miserable little Fluff and held her close 
in her arms, in spite of the smell that clung 
to her fur. 

“I’m not going to vote for Teddy,” she 
said brokenly. “I put up his name because 
he looks so nice, but I didn’t know how mean 
he could be!” 

David turned to Charley in alarm. “I hope 
you didn’t say anything about Teddy! Some 
people might think we hatched up the whole 
thing to put him out of the running.” 

“Besides,” said Red, “we couldn’t prove 
it.” 

“T didn’t tattle; so don’t worry,” Charley 
answered. ‘But I guess we could prove it 
all right.” 

(Please turn to page 40) 
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NE beautiful spring morning Aunt Molly by Elizabeth Steinhart 
walked down Sunlit Path until she came to 
Little White Gate. Behind Little White Gate Pretty soon Aunt Molly said, “See Rich 
Jeanie and Jimmie were playing under Big Earth beside the path, Jeanie and Jimmie.” 


Maple Tree. “Just dirt,” said Jimmie. 
“Dear Jeanie and Jimmie,” said Aunt “Only good for mud pies,” said Jeanie. 
Molly, “‘let’s take a walk together.” “It’s good for much more than mud pies, 


So Aunt Molly took Jeanie’s right hand Jeanie. Let's hear what Rich Earth has to 
and Jimmie’s left hand, and away they went, Say,” said Aunt Molly as she knelt down, 
skipping through Little White Gate and close to Rich Earth. 
down Sunlit Path. Jeanie and Jimmie heard Rich Earth whis- 

pering and whispering. So they knelt down 
beside Aunt Molly to hear, too. 


“God is here!” Rich Earth was saying. 
\ 9 “God is here! God helps me to help every- 
thing grow.” 
\ 3 Quite to everybody’s surprise, Rich Earth 


began to sing a tune: 


Little Brown Seed started to send 
up a lovely green shoot. 
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God life. Oh, this so! 


? 


For God is all in all, you know. 


& 


Just be hap - py, 


“I didn’t know that God and Rich Earth 
make things grow,” said Jimmie. 

“| didn’t either,” said Jeanie. 

Aunt Molly smiled and squeezed their 
hands tightly. “Remember, you learned that 
God is life in Sunday school,” she said. ‘And 
now, see Little Brown Seed, lying still upon 
Rich Earth.” 

“Does he know about God, too?” asked 
Jimmie. 

“Oh, he’s too little to know anything!” 
said Jeanie. 

Aunt Molly laughed softly. “We'll ask 
him,” she said. “Little Brown Seed, where is 
God?” 

“God?” whispered Little Brown Seed. 
“Why, God is here, helping me to grow. 
That is why I am in Rich Earth. See, I am 
beginning to throw away this brown coat of 
mine. It feels good to grow!” 

Little Brown Seed was so happy that he 
sang and sang: “God is life. Oh, this is so! 
For God is all in all, you know. Just be 
happy, kind, and true. That’s helping God 
and helping you.” 

Little Brown Seed pushed and stretched. 
He popped right out of his coat and started 
to send up a lovely green shoot. 

Jeanie and Jimmie wanted to watch Little 
Brown Seed do his growing with God, but 
Aunt Molly was looking at the sky. 
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“A rain cloud, I do believe!” she said. 
And Big Raindrop fell right on Aunt Molly’s 
hand. She smiled as she asked, “Where is 
God, Big Raindrop?” 

Jeanie and Jimmie could hardly believe 
that Big Raindrop would know about God. 
But he did! 

“Why, God is in me and all my brothers 
and sisters,” he said. “We go down into 
Rich Earth and help Little Brown Seed to 
grow.” 

Big Raindrop was so happy, helping God, 
that he sang and sang: ‘God is life. Oh, this 
is so! For God is all in all, you know. Just be 
happy, kind, and true. That’s helping God 
and helping you.” 

With a wriggle, Big Raindrop bounced 
off Aunt Molly’s hand and landed—plunk— 
on top of Little Brown Seed! Little Brown 
Seed was very glad to have him come to help 
him grow. 

Pretty Sunbeam danced down to Aunt 
Molly and kissed her cheek. Mr. Rain Cloud 
left in a hurry when Pretty Sunbeam came 
along! 

“Does Pretty Sunbeam know about God?” 
asked Jimmie. 

“We'll see,” said Aunt Molly. “Where is 
God, Pretty Sunbeam ?” 

“God is here in me all the time. God helps 


(Please turn to page 34) 
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Would you like to have these prayey 
on a plain sheet that you can tack w 
on your wall or paste in a little book 
Write to Wee Wisdom, Lee’s Summit 


Mo. Payment, ring plan. 
When | awake each morning, | have a little talk with God. m2 amt, love otis g pl 
These are the words | shall use this month. 


: 


The Lord is my helper. ® Whatever | ' 

have to do, He will be with me, help- help 
ing me to understand my task and giv- et 
ing me strength and courage. 


I listen, and God tells me what to do. I know there is a blessing for me in 
Often, He speaks to me through my everything that happens. ® If a lessm 
parents, my teachers, and my friends. seems hard for me, | know the blessing 
Sometimes, He guides me through my in it is greater understanding, and | 
own thoughts. keep trying. 


I finish whatever I start to do. ® | begin 
each task with prayer, and God gives 
me understanding and strength to do 
it in the right way. 


I am friendly with all of God's children 
Some of His goodness is in each per- 
son, and He helps me find it when I try. 


“God is my help in every need.” ® [{! 
Thank You, God, for a strong, healthy need help with my lessons, He gives 


body. ® | help to keep it well by think- me understanding. If I need friends, He 
ing about health and happy things. shows me how to find them. He always 
helps me. 


I will speak only kind, pleasant words I am thankful that I am a member 
today. ® I will not carry tales about God's family. ® I work and play hap 
anyone; I will say only good things pily with others because we all are 
about others. God's children. 


I try to do what God would want me This j ‘ 
to do. ® Even when I cannot under- is my Father's world. = Only what 


stand why I should do certain things, : ee ir oy has a place in this 
I am willing to follow Him. ee 


I prepare for health and happiness by | 
This is the day that the Lord has made. thinking thoughts of health and happi- 
Whatever the weather, it is good ness. ® | take good care of my body; 
weather because it is God's weather. I make wise use of what God gives me; 
I share with others. 
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The Lord is my shepherd. ® Whenever 
anything bothers me, I get still and 
think of Jesus as saying to me, ‘Peace, 
be still.” 


God's love shining through me makes 
me patient, kind, and cheerful. ® | take 
time to share my happiness with others 
today. 


I praise the good I see in my class- 
mates and friends. ® By praising them, 
I add to their happiness, and that 
makes me happy. 


to the world through me. ® When | re- 
member this, I feel His life, love, and 
joy in me. 


Thank You, God, for this wonderful life. 
Help me always to do only the things 
that will create happiness for me and 
for others. 


1 God shows His life, His love, His joy 


I trust God, and I am unafraid. ® With 
my head up, my shoulders back, and 
a smile on my face, I perform each 
task, finish each lesson. 


Today is a new day. I will live it 
happily. ® Whatever disappointments 
I had yesterday are gone. God has 
given me a new chance to do what is 
right. 


not speak carelessly, for this might 
hurt someone. I think before I speak. 


It I choose my words carefully. = I do 


| asked to do. ® Nothing can keep me 


I know that God wants me to be happy. 
I have faith in Him and in His plan for 
my life. 


Thank You, God, for Easter. ®* Thank 
You for the faith of Jesus Christ that 
raised His body from the dead and 
proved to us that the real part of us, our 
spirit, lives forever. 


With God's help, I can do all that I am 


from doing whatever good things I 
should do if I have faith in myself and 
in God. 


I practice the new things I learn. ® God 
is always showing me new, wonderful 
ways to work and play, and I make 
use of what He teaches me. 


Thank You, God, for forgiving my mis- 
takes. ® I do not worry about any mis- 
takes I have made because God for- 
gives me and gives me a fresh start. 


love. God always stands by me. 


Thank You, God, for everything. ™ Be- 
cause You have given me so much, I 
will gladly do whatever I can for You 
and for others. 


I am a perfect child of God. ® I am able 
to learn and grow, day by day, be- 
cause God gives me wisdom and 
strength. 


I am not alone because God is with 
me. ® He blesses me and all those I 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

Easter time is a good time to take a good 
look at ourselves and to renew our faith in 
God. Here are some questions that Boosters 
might ask themselves each night before they 
go to bed. Did I take time today to talk with 
God? Do I forgive and bless everyone, es- 
pecially those with whom I have disagreed 
today? Did I see the good in everyone I 
met today? Did I say only kind and helpful 
things? When I had a problem to face or a 
hard task to do, did I remember that with 
God all things are possible? 

Can you answer yes to each question? 
Let’s welcome the Christ Spirit into our 


Dear Barbara: Thank you for my member- 
ship card. I have been helping my mother 
wash dishes, and my little brother dries 
them. We try to do it cheerfully. I try to 
take care of my little sister so that she won't 
cry. —RICHARD 


= By being cheerful as you help others, you 
are bringing happiness to your whole family, 
and especially to yourself, Richard. Thank 
you for telling us how you are being a cheer- 
ful, helpful Booster. 


Dear Barbara Benson: Today when I was 
going to feed my dog, I found him barking 
very loudly at my grandparents. I was going 


24 


hearts and see the good in everything and 
everybody. We can fill our lives with love 
and faith in God so that there is no room 
for selfishness, fear, anger, or pride. Thought 
by thought, word by word, deed by deed, 
and prayer by prayer we can learn that we 
are truly one with God, that His life and 
love are always in us. 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club and would like 
to join, just write to Barbara Benson, WEE 
WispoM, Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask 
for an application blank. 

Lovingly and trustingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary 


to slap him when I remembered that he was 


one of God's creatures. —FRANKIE 


= A good Booster is always kind to all God's 
creatures, Frankie. We are proud to have you 
as a member of the Good Words Booster 
Club. 


Dear Barbara: | tidy the house and look after 
the animals. 
Please pray for my success in school. 
—NEVILLE (British West Indies) 


= I know you are finding out, Neville, that 
little tasks are fun when you try to do them 
the very best that you can. 

I have sent your request for prayers to 
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Silent Unity, and I shall be praying with 
them and with you. We shall be remember- 
ing that God loves you and is your help in 
every need. He is active in your mind, help- 
ing you to study easily and to remember 
perfectly all that you need to know. 

(Silent Unity is a group of people here at 
Wee Wisdom’s home who devote their time 
to helping others through prayer. If any 
of you other members wish prayers for suc- 
cess in schoolwork or for help with any other 
problem, just write to me, and I shall be 
happy to pray with you and to send your re- 
quest for prayers to Silent Unity.) 


Dear Barbara: | received my pledge, rules, 
and membership card, and I feel that I am 
truly a member of the Good Words Booster 
Club. 

The Prayer of Faith helps me to be a better 
person and to do better in school. 

I have been trying very hard to keep the 
pledge and to follow the rules. —FRED 


« As you try to see only good, hear only 
good, and do only good, you will bring hap- 
piness to yourself and to everyone you meet. 

The Prayer of Faith has been used by 
thousands and thousands of boys and girls, 
and adults, too. Everyone who has used it 


has found it to be a help in all things. 


Dear Barbara: 1 am so happy to be a Booster 
now. I am trying to keep the Booster pledge. 
Sometimes I forget about it, but then I al- 
ways try again. 

I like The Prayer of Faith very much, and 
when I read it, I feel better. —BEVERLY 


® As you let God help you look for the good 
in everything that happens and to see the 
good in everyone you meet, you will find 
that following the club pledge is really a 
happy, exciting adventure, Beverly. We 
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know you are doing your very best to think, 
say, and do only that which is loving, help- 
ful, happy, and truthful at all times, and we, 
too, are very happy that you are a Booster. 

Many, many boys and girls have found 
The Prayer of Faith to be a great help in 
all things. It helps us to remember that God 
is always with us. 


Dear Barbara: | have been very busy prepar- 
ing for my music examination. Now, I must 
say that I am very glad that you were pray- 
ing for me and that I was praying for my- 
self. I made first place in my examination. 
When I was going to the piano to play my 
pieces, I was not afraid at all. I had all my 
faith in God. 

—MONICA (British West Indies) 


=» When you have faith in God, Monica, 
there is no room for fear in your heart. Your 
faith in God filled your heart with confi- 
dence and calmness. 

Prayer by prayer, you are truly learning 
that you are one with God. 


PEN PALS 


So many of our readers have complained 
to us about not receiving answers when they 
write to the boys and girls whose names are 
listed on our pen-pal list that we have de- 
cided not to print a list each month. If you 
are under 13 years of age and would like to 
have pen friends and will answer, at least 
with a post card, every letter that you receive, 
we shall be happy to send you a list of read- 
ers who are just your age and who would like 
to have pen friends. Also, we will put your 
name on a list to be sent to other readers 
who write to us. Send your name, age, and 
address to Barbara Benson, WEE WIspoM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri. 
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THIS IS 


LYDIA 


Designed by Renate Vieglais 
(12 years) 
Redrawn for reproduction by Dorothy Wagstaff 


If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 
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tw OF Jesus’ disciples was a man named 
Thomas. Thomas had courage. When 
Martha and Mary asked Jesus to come to 
heal their brother Lazarus, some of the dis- 
ciples were afraid to have Jesus go or to go 
themselves. 

“Rabbi,” they said, “the Jews are now 
seeking to stone you; and are you going there 
again ?”” 

But Thomas, when he saw that Jesus 
meant to help His friend, said bravely, “Let 
us go with Jesus, that we may die with 
him.” 

Although Thomas was courageous, he 
was often full of doubt. What he saw, he 
believed; but it was hard for him to have 
faith in what he could not see proved. He be- 
lieved Jesus could heal the sick because he 
had seen Him do it. But when the Master 
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Thomas saw the two disciples returning with the colt. 


talked about the kingdom of heaven or eter- 
nal life, Thomas had trouble accepting His 
words. 

We often act the same way. Each day we 
accept much in faith. Because we have seen 
day follow night, we have faith that it al- 
ways will. Because we have seen flowers or 
vegetables grow from seeds, we expect other 
seeds to produce flowers and vegetables. But 
things we do not see with our own eyes— 
things we are just told—we sometimes have 
trouble believing. 

Thomas and the other disciples had been 
with Jesus as He traveled through the coun- 
try, teaching and healing. As time for the 
feast of the Passover drew near, they joined 
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the crowds that were making their way to 
Jerusalem. 

When they neared Bethany, a village on 
the west slope of the Mount of Olives, close 
to Jerusalem, Jesus said to two of the dis- 
ciples, “Go into the village opposite you. As 
you enter, you will find a colt on which no 
man has ever sat; untie it and bring it here.” 

How could Jesus be so sure there would 
be a colt, Thomas wondered. And wouldn’t 
the owner of the colt be angry? Thomas 
listened carefully as Jesus continued speak- 
ing. “If anyone says to you, ‘Why are you 
doing this?’ say, ‘The Lord has need of it 
and will bring it back immediately.’ ” 

Thomas could not understand why if 
Jesus wanted an animal to ride on, He had 
not sent for a horse. If he had been like 
Peter, Thomas would have blurted out his 
questions. But Thomas was a quiet man, who 
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Thomas cried out, “My Lord and my God!” 


Ber. 


kept his thoughts to himself. 

When Thomas saw the two disciples re- 
turning with the colt, he suddenly remem- 
bered what the prophet Zachariah had writ- 
ten many years before: “Behold, your king is 
coming to you, humble, and mounted on a 
colt.” 

“We found the colt readily,” one of the 
disciples said. “But when we started untying 
it, some people on the street asked us what 
we were doing.” 

“Then,” the other disciple interrupted, 
“we gave them your message, and they let 
us go.” 

Thomas and several of the disciples took 
off their outer garments, putting them on 
the colt for Jesus to ride upon. By now, a 
crowd had gathered. So many stories had 
spread through the country about how Jesus 
healed the sick, raised the dead, and made 
the blind to see that whenever His where- 
abouts became known, people followed. 

When the crowd found out Jesus intended 
to ride into Jerusalem, they formed a body- 
guard. Some, wanting to show their love 
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and devotion, spread their outer garments 
on the road ahead of Him. Others rushed off 
to the side of the road and stripped great 
branches from the palm trees and paved the 
road with greenery. Others ran ahead to 
Jerusalem to spread the news that Jesus was 
coming. 

“Hosanna to the son of David!” cried 
one enthusiastic follower. 

“Blessed be he who comes in the name 
of the Lord!” cried another. 

Rising from hundreds of throats, a chorus 
of voices broke out, “Hosanna in the high- 
est.” 

The closer they got to Jerusalem, the more 
excited the crowd became. A multitude of 
people who had heard that Jesus was com- 
ing flocked out of Jerusalem and ran to meet 
the procession. Eagerness shone on their 
faces as they waved palm branches and cried 
out warm welcomes. Many of them thought 
that, at last, Jesus had consented to become 
their king. At the head of a mighty army, 
they thought, Jesus would drive the hated 
Romans out of the land. 

For a time even Thomas was swept along 
by the joyousness and excitement of the 
crowd as they made a triumphal entry into 
Jerusalem. Here, people lined the streets. 

“Who is this?” a bystander asked one of 
the disciples. 

“This is the prophet Jesus from Nazareth 
of Galilee,” explained the disciple. 

Thomas saw the man’s brown eyes turn 
cold and unfriendly. His own joyousness 
gave way to fear. Not all those who had 
turned out to see Jesus were His friends. 
Some were merely curious, some scornful; 
others had critical or even cruel thoughts 
about Him. The Romans despised Him be- 

cause they thought He might try to over- 
throw them. 
During the week after the entry of the 
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Thank You, God 
By Nina S. Godden 


Thank You, God, for day and night, 
For the dark and for the light. 
Thank You for the chance to smile 
And to work and play awhile. 


Thank You for our food and keep, 
For the restful hours of sleep. 
Thank You for the birds that sing; 
Thank You, God, for everything. 


throng into Jerusalem, Thomas’ doubts and 
fears grew greater than ever. He even heard 
that the high priests and elders plotted to ar- 
rest Jesus and kill Him. When Jesus drove 
the money changers out of the temple, 
Thomas heard mutterings and angry threats. 

Then at the Last Supper Jesus told His 
disciples He was to be crucified. Thomas got 
no comfort from what Jesus said about ris- 
ing from the dead or preparing a place for 
His followers. These words Thomas neither 
understood nor believed. 

The days that followed the trial and 
crucifixion of Jesus were the blackest Thomas 
had ever known. That there had ever been 
a triumphal entry into Jerusalem seemed 
like a dream now. Jesus’ mission had ended 
in defeat. Stricken by sorrow, Thomas felt 
that he had no hope, no place to turn. Along 
with the other disciples, who feared they 
might also be arrested, Thomas stayed in a 
darkened room with the door barred. 

Some of the disciples seemed comforted 
by the promise Jesus had given that He 
would rise again. But Thomas did not see 
how this could be possible. Because he could 
no longer see Jesus, he could no longer be- 
lieve that what Jesus had taught him would 
live on. 
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On the morning of the third day after the 
crucifixion, Mary Magdalene and Mary the 
mother of James came to the room where 
the disciples had been resting. Both were 
excited and upset. Thomas had trouble mak- 
ing much sense out of their story. They told 
of having taken spices to the tomb of Jesus 
and finding it empty, then of seeing Jesus 
in the garden. 

“He told us not to be afraid,” said Mary 
Magdalene. 

“And he said, ‘Tell my brethren to go to 
Galilee, and there they will see me,’” said 
the other Mary. 

But Thomas still did not believe that the 
Master had overcome death. The two wom- 


en, he thought, must have imagined they saw 
Jesus. 

That evening for a short time Thomas 
left the room where the disciples were, 
When he returned, he found the others over- 
joyed. 

“We have seen the Lord!” one of them 
said. 

But Thomas, still unwilling to believe 
what he had not seen for himself, said, 
“Unless I see in his hands the print of the 
nails, and place my finger in his side, I will 
not believe.” 

Eight days later, Thomas and the other 
disciples were again in the same room with 
the door shut. Suddenly, Jesus stood among 


Wee Wisdom 


then 
T 
ing | 
T 
fing: 
your 
T 
beli 
A 
kne 
wol 
Chi 
Jes 
wh 
] 
Bou d sont 
re 
| | d 
30 


them and said, ‘‘Peace be unto you.” 

Thomas looked at the Master, hardly dar- 
ing to believe. 

Then Jesus said to Thomas, “Put your 
finger here, and see my hands; and put out 
your hand, and place it on my side.” 

Trembling, Thomas walked over to Jesus. 

“Do not be faithless,” said Jesus, “but 
believing.” 

At that moment Thomas, the unbeliever, 
knew that Jesus was really the Christ and 
would live forever. Even though Jesus’ body 
might disappear, Thomas knew that the 
Christ would live on; the truth and love 
Jesus had taught would be with Thomas 
wherever he went, whatever he did. 

Filled with faith and gratitude, Thomas 
cried out, “My Lord and my God!” 

Jesus said to him, “Because you have seen 
me, you have believed; Blessed are those 
who have not seen and yet believe.” 

That Thomas suddenly believed in the 
resurrection of Jesus did not make it any 
more true. The fact had been there all the 
time, waiting for him to believe in it. 
Thomas had made himself miserable and un- 
happy because he did not have faith that 
what he had been told by Jesus was true. 

We, too, through doubt, can make our- 
selves miserable. Doubts bother all of us at 
times. We do not always understand God’s 
laws. But if we pray and have faith, God 
can give us the answers we need. When we 
honor God with loving and loyal thoughts, 
doubts will be conquered. 

Thomas found the true meaning of Easter 
at the moment he knew that nothing had 
happened to kill the Christ Spirit. It made 
him joyous. The same joy can come to us. 

But Easter is not just one day in a year. Easter 
comes every time we have faith to know that 
God's promises of life and love are for every- 
one—today, tomorrow, always. 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


DEVILED EGGS 


H AS THE Easter bunny visited you, or per- 
haps your little sister or brother? If so, he 
has left some of his eggs. Maybe you would 
like to make them into deviled eggs, a really 
yummy lunch-box addition. However, I'll 
tell you how to make deviled eggs from un- 
cooked ones—and if yours are already hard- 
cooked, you may skip that part of the prepa- 
ration. 

6 eggs Yi, isp. pepper 

Y, tsp. salt Y/, tsp. dry mustard 

3 Ths. salad dressing 


To prevent eggs from cracking, take them 
from the refrigerator and let them warm to 
room temperature before boiling them. Cover 
eggs completely with cold water in a sauce- 
pan. Heat until water boils. Remove from 
heat and cover pan. Let the eggs stand 25 
minutes in this very hot water, and they will 
be hard-cooked. 

Cool eggs under cold-water faucet. After 
they are cool enough to handle, then peel. 

Cut eggs in half, lengthwise. Slip the yolks 
out into a bowl and mash with a fork. Add 
the salt, pepper, dry mustard, and salad 
dressing. If you like a tangy filling, use 
vinegar instead of salad dressing; or if you 
like a very mild filling, use cream instead 
of salad dressing or vinegar. 

Refill whites with egg-yolk mixture. 
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Answers on Page 35 


SAME-LETTER PUZZLE JUMBLED COUNTRIES 
BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


BY CHARLOTTE RADFORD 


The following countries are all mixed up. 


Fas IN each blank with words that end Can you straighten them out? 


or begin with T. When you finish the puzzle 


1. Cafern 6. Lahlodn 
correctly, each vertical row will have the >= Pines ~~ 
same letter in each space. 3. Laiyt 8. Yenmagr 

4. Glennda 9. Adacan 

T—7 5. Rdniela 10. Wendes 

"Uf 
ONE-WORD DESCRIPTIONS 
TY Ll BY OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON 
YY 
There are some Biblical characters who 
YHA. T can be described with just one word. Here 
YY Yy YY + are such descriptions of men of the Bible. 
Who are they? 
Yfy T 1. Wise 5. Traitorous 
2. Strong 6. Old 
Z qT 3. Patient 7. Doubtful 


4. Musical 


SUMMER FUN 


BY EDNA BEVAN 


ADD-LETTERS GAME 


BY FAYE PATTEN 


My first is in PICKLES, but isn’t in SLICE. 
My second’s in TRIP, as well as in NICE. The following four-letter words begin 
My third is in COME, and also in CAN. with s and end in /, Can you supply the miss- 
My fourth is in CHILDREN, as well as in _ ing letters? 
MAN. s--1 To begin a water voyage 
My fifth is the same as my number two. s--1 To close tightly 
Then repeat my third, for my sixth it will do. s--1 Upper layer of earth 
My whole is good fun on a summer day. s--1 Part of a window frame 
Oh, hurry up; pack up, and let’s away! s--1 To dispose of by sale 
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WHAT MONTH AM I? DROP-A-LETTER VERSE 


BY MABEL NIEDERMEYER MCCAW BY FAYE PATTEN 

My first is found in anything; Drop a letter from opal 
a My second is in speak; And have a friend; 

While number three, it’s plain to see, Take a letter from march, 

Is just a part of freak. And there’s a bend. 


My fourth helps make the very aér 

Which we inhale each day; 

While number five, found in alive, 
up. Is also found in play. 


Drop a letter from fire, 
And there’s a tree; 
Steal a letter from flour, 
And a number you see. 
When put together as a whole, 


You'll find a month appear Drop a letter from stazr, 
: Which brings us showers and springtime A celestial body behold; 
flowers Take a letter from fo#/ 
And happiness each year. And leave some “black gold.” 
A MAP MAZE 


BY GRACE GANNON 


ho There are many highways crisscrossing the United States. See if you can find your way 
- from Seattle to Miami. 
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Jeanie and Jimmie Find God 


(Continued from page 21) 


me to shine,” said Pretty Sunbeam. ‘See 
how lovely I look in my golden dress! God 
and I have lots of work to do. We visit flow- 
ers, trees, and lawns. We make Little Brown 
Seed feel warm in Rich Earth, so that he can 
grow faster. We make shiny days for chil- 
dren. We keep people warm and happy. It 
is wonderful to shine with God!” 

Pretty Sunbeam sang and sang: “God is 
life. Oh, this is so! For God is all in all, you 
know. Just be happy, kind, and true. That's 
helping God and helping you.” 

Tiny Breeze ruffled Aunt Molly’s hair and 
whispered hello in her ear. 

“Where is God, Tiny Breeze?’ asked 
Aunt Molly. 

Tiny Breeze chuckled to himself as he 
perched on Aunt Molly’s shoulder. “God is 
in air, and so God is in me, ‘cause I’m just 
a tiny breeze of air!” he said. “God and I 
travel together all day long. God helps me 
blow very gently across Rich Earth where 
Little Brown Seed is growing. God and I 
give everybody pure air—children, playing 
ball; men, sailing boats; animals, living on 
farms; birds, flying in the sky. Little Brown 
Seed could not grow without God and me!” 

And Tiny Breeze sang: ‘God is life. Oh, 
this is so! For God is all in all, you know. 
Just be happy, kind, and true. That’s helping 
God and helping you.” 

“T love Tiny Breeze,” said Suite 

“IT love Rich Earth and Little Brown Seed 
and Big Raindrop,” said Jimmie. 

“Don’t forget Pretty Sunbeam!” said 
Jeanie. 

“Most of all, we love God, for God is 
life,” said Aunt Molly. 

So Aunt Molly took Jeanie’s right hand 
and Jimmie’s left hand. As they danced gaily 
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Mottoes on United States Coins 


By Pegge M. Murray 


Taw, every coin issued by the United 
States bears two mottoes, “In God We 
Trust” and “E Pluribus Unum.” These mot- 
toes were not always on our coins. 

In 1864, Congress authorized the mint to 
issue a new coin—a two-cent piece. The 
two-cent piece was issued for only eight 
years, from 1864 to 1872. It was copper, like 
the one-cent piece, and it was almost as large 
as our present twenty-five-cent piece. This 
two-cent piece was the first coin to have “In 
God We Trust” on it. 

The people of the United States were go- 
ing through an unhappy experience in the 
year 1864. The Civil War had started in 


ARE INTERESTING 


1861 and was still continuing. As so often 
happens during times of crisis, there was a 
great feeling of need for a stronger religious 
faith in the nation. Congressmen felt this, 
too, and agreed to put the motto “In God 
We Trust” on the new coins. Since then, 
almost all of our coins have had this motto 
on them. 

“E Pluribus Unum” is a Latin phrase 
which means, “Many are joined into one.” 
It was used by the thirteen colonies to mean, 
“We are united.” This motto appeared on a 
colonial coin made by a Philadelphia jeweler 
in 1787, before the U.S. Mint was estab- 
lished. When the mint was established in 
1794, the first coins did not bear this motto. 
It appeared on some coins in later years and 
then disappeared again. It seems to have a 
hide-and-go-seek history. 


down Sunlit Path to Little White Gate, they 


sang and sang: “God is life. Oh, this is so! 


For God is all in all, you know. Just be 
happy, kind, and true. That’s helping God 


and helping you!” 


Answers to Puzzles 


Same-Letter Puzzle 
At. Eat. Heat. Cheat. To. Too. Toot. Tooth. 


Summer Fun 
Picnic, 
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Jumbled Countries 


1, France. 2. Spain. 3. Italy. 4. England. 5. Ireland. 
6. Holland. 7. Mexico. 8. Germany. 9. Canada, 


10. Sweden. 


One-W ord Descri ption 


1. Solomon. 2. Samson. 3. Job, 4, David. 5. Judas. 


6. Methuselah. 7. Thomas. 


Add-Letters Game 
1. Sail. 2. Seal. 3. Soil. 4. Sill. 5. Sell. 


W hat Month Am I? 
April. 


Drop-a-Letter V erse 
Pal. Arch. Fir. Four. Star. Oil. 
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Easter 


BY RICHARD MARIN (9 years) 
Creen Bay, Wis. 


Easter is so bright and gay; 

The Easter bunny’s on his way. 

The snow sometimes sparkles bright 
On a happy Easter night. 


Easter bunny fills your basket 

Full with jelly beans; 

When you wake on Easter morning, 
Your bright eyes are sure to beam. 


Our Room at School 


BY ERNEST M. WYATT (8 years) 
Salem, Va. 


Our room at school is such a nice place, 
And our teacher, has such a pretty face. 
We like to play; we like to sing; 

We like to do most everything. 

We always try to follow the rule; 
That's the way it is at our school. 


Springtime 
BY DEBORAH JEAN DEADY (8 years) 
Oswego, N.Y. 


Spring is a time we work and play together. 


Race or creed, we all believe 
Spring is a happy time. 
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Questions to God 


BY SUSAN TUCKER (11 years) 
San Diego, Calif. 


When did the first tree start to grow? 
When did the first breeze sing so low? 
When did the first bird spread his wings? 
When was the start of everything? 


When did the fist little humming bird hum? 
When did the first little creek start to run? 
When did the first snow start to fall? 
When did the first little cricket call? 


When did the first star light the night? 
When did the first flower come into sight? 
When did the first sunset glow? 

When did the first little thing grow? 


Oh, God, when was the first faint sound? 
When was the beautiful earth made round? 
Even though we may never know, 

I thank You, God, for things made so. 


Easter Time 


BY CAROLYN DEE GAITSKELL (8 years) 
Sunland, Calif. 


The Easter bunny is hopping along, hopping 
along, hopping along; 

The Easter bunny is coming your way 

With colored eggs and bright candies 

To fill your baskets gay. 
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The Land | Love 


BY JUDY DARLEAN PELLICER (10 years) 
St. Augustine, Fla. 


The land I love is a great land. It is a 
land full of flowers, great blue oceans, trees 
and forests. The birds fill the air with pretty 
songs and sounds; the country is dotted with 
farms, gurgling brooks, and sparkling water- 
falls that brighten up the countryside. 

You can follow the highways right up to 
the cities; and once there, you can stop, 
rest, and get food and drink. You can sit 
in the park and watch the chattering squir- 
rels run about and the beautiful pigeons 
picking up the little crumbs of bread that 
people threw to them. 

Yes, this is the land I love. 


My Bird 
BY WILMA JEAN JONES (10 years) 
Ormond Beach, Fla. 


Ihave alittle bird; 

Its feathers are very bright. 
He cannot say a word, 

But chirps with all his might. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for September, send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give ~ 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. ; 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 
year. 

We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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Table Blessing 


By Florence Gresham 


Father, feed us 


Day by day; 
And clothe us 
With your love, we pray. 


My Hippopotamus 


BY BARBARA DILLON (8 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


One day I went to the zoo. They were 
giving animals away. The only animal left 
was the hippopotamus, so I took him home 
with me. The next day when I came home 
from school, there was no food left. The 
hippopotamus had eaten it all. 

The next week when I came home from 
school, my yard was a mess. The hippopot- 
amus had turned the hose on. The water 
had run all over my yard and made it into 
a big puddle. The hippopotamus was sitting 
in the puddle. After that, I made a pen for 
him. But it was still too much trouble, so 
I took him back and got a baby penguin. I 
was happier then. 


Mother Dear 


BY CHARLES BROCK (11 years) 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Oh, Mother, dear, 

I like it when you're near. 

When I go out to play, 

You never let me run away. 

Should I go out and skin my knee, 
I know that you will care for me. 
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FUZZY ANIMALS 


BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


Maxz patterns from the illustrations. Cut 
out two figures of each animal from light 
cardboard. Hold the two pieces together and 
punch holes all around the edge with a 
paper punch. Then fill the rest of the ani- 
mal with holes about one-half inch apart, 
except for the sleeping lamb’s face. 

Rabbit—Stick a small piece of white ab- 
sorbent cotton through each of the holes 
in the body. Leave enough cotton sticking 
out the top of each hole to cover the animal 
and make it soft and fuzzy all over. 

Put the two pieces of cardboard together 
and stick pieces of cotton through each of 
the holes in the head and ears of both card- 
boards at the same time. Fuzz out the cot- 
ton so the head will be soft and fuzzy on 
both sides. Tie a ribbon around the neck and 
make a bow in the back. Stick a short piece 
of blue pipe cleaner through for the eyes 
and twist each end in a circle. Stick a piece 
of pink pipe cleaner through at the top of 
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each ear and fold it down. Stick three short 
pieces of white pipe cleaner through for the 
tabbit’s whiskers. Tack the tails together. 

Standing Lamb—Follow the general direc- 
tion given for the rabbit. 

Sleeping Lamb—Outline lamb’s face with 
black crayon or ink and color inside of the 
ears pink. Finish this lamb as you did the 
other figures. 


PEEKABOO EGGS 


BY SHIRLEY ANN LUNZ 


Asx Mother to break out just one end of 
the eggs she uses and save the shells for you. 
Wash the inside of the shell out and break 
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off just enough from the open end so you 
can get your finger inside easily. 

Cut out tiny pictures of flowers, angels, 
or small animals and birds; put them on 
pieces of folded cellophane tape and stick 
one or two inside the eggshell. Put house- 
hold cement or glue inside the egg, on the 
bottom. Lay a small bunch of green Easter- 
basket grass in. Cement a few beads or round 
buttons in the grass for eggs and put some 
short pieces of colored pipe cleaner curled 
in tiny circles to look like flowers, some tiny 
artificial flowers, or some pictures of flowers 
in the grass. 

Paint the outside of the egg a bright color 
with poster paints or water colors. When 
the paint is dry, cement or glue the egg to 
a small circle or square of light cardboard 
to keep it from rolling. 


AN EASTER PARTY FAVOR 
BY BERNICE WALZ 


‘e MAKE this Easter party favor, you will 
need white crinkly baking cups, white con- 
struction paper, scraps of colored ribbon, 
crayons, and some glue or rubber cement. 

Cut a baking cup from the top edge to 
the bottom. Then cut around the bottom 
from each side, leaving about one inch of 
the bottom attached to the crinkly sides of 
the cup. The round part now forms the head 
of the Easter rabbit. Cut ears from white 


construction paper and paste them on. Draw 
the centers of the ears, the eyes, nose, and 
whiskers with your crayons. Bend the head 
forward so the Easter rabbit will stand erect. 
Glue a pretty bow underneath the chin. 
Stretch the crinkly part of the baking cup 
around a colored Easter egg and pin the 
ends together. 


EASTER OR PARTY BASKET 
BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


Bev uP the sides of a small piepan such 
as frozen pies come in. Put two holes through 
each side (see illustration). Make the handle 
from two long, colored pipe cleaners, cross- 
ing them (see illustration). Stick the ends 
through the holes from the inside and then 
bring them up and twist them. Fill the basket 
with Easter grass and candy. 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 
(Adapted) 


God is my help in every I now am wise, I now am_ God is my health, I can’t be 


need; true, 


sick; 


God does my every hunger Patient, kind, and loving, God is my strength, unfail- 


feed; too. 


ing, quick; 


God dwells within me, AllthingsIam,cando,and God is my all, I know no 


guides my way be, 


fear, 


Through every moment, Through Christ, the Truth Since God and love and 


night and day. 


that is in me. 


Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus, 


David and the Tease 


(Continued from page 19) 


“We certainly could!” cried Louise, the 
tears rolling down her cheeks. “He sits right 
behind me, and I smelled something when 
he came in; but I didn’t know what it was. 
It wasn’t so strong as it is on Fluff, but it 
smells the same. And now I'll have to bathe 
Fluff, and she doesn’t like baths!” 

Louise was sobbing as they started for the 
school building. 

“Maybe she'll understand that a bath’ll 
get rid of the smell and not mind it so much 
this time,” said David, trying to comfort 
Louise. “Let’s not say a word about Teddy. 
If he loses, let him lose because he’s the kind 
of fellow he is all the time, not because he 
did this one thing.” 

Louise stared at David rebelliously. Charley 
protested, “This one thing’s just like him, 
Dave; and if he gets that racket, I'll be awful 
mad.” 

Red agreed with David. “The winner 
ought to get the racket for the way folks see 
him every day, Charley.” 

When the four of them reached the door 
of their room, Miss Morgan said, “We're al- 


40 


most through voting. Please hurry.” Then 
she must have smelled the cheese on Fluff, 
for a stricken look came over her. “If that 
smell is on your kitten, Louise, you'd better 
take her home. Monitors, will you please 
raise the windows?” 

“I——” stammered Louise. 

David held his breath, wondering if, after 
all, she were going to tell what had hap- 
pened and turn the election into turmoil. If 
she did, he or Red might win the racket 
that lay on Miss Morgan’s desk, a gleaming 
beauty in the sunlight. David’s old racket 
needed restringing. He wanted this prize 
more than he had wanted anything in a long 
time. 

Louise was looking at him with wet, 
pleading eyes, just as if she might be saying 
silently, “Please let me talk! You or Red 
ought to get the racket, not Teddy!” 

David looked away. He cleared his throat 
loudly. 

“We all want to vote Miss Morgan, if 
we're not too late,” he said. 

When the last votes were cast and Louise 
had left for home, hugging her small gray 
kitten close, the counting began. 

The chosen names were listed on the 
blackboard. The reasons for the votes were 
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written there as they were drawn from the 
ballot box. There were many reasons, but 
those written most often by David’s name 
were: helpful, friendly, good to work with, 
considerate, asks people to do things in a 
nice way, seems to like people. 

When the count ended, a cheer went up. 
David had been declared the most popular 
boy in the room. 

As he went toward Miss Morgan’s desk 
to receive the racket, David cast a swift 
glance at Charley. The big boy was beaming. 


Picture of Grenadier 
(Continued from page 13) 


“That’s a bargain,” Ruthie declared joy- 
ously. 

They settled down to think. After only 
a few moments, Phil had an idea. “The 
village paper,” he cried. “It just came to- 
day. Maybe there’s something in it!” 

Phil hurried to get the paper, and when 
they found two help-wanted ads for “young 
boy, no experience necessary,” he was sure 
the magic picture had done its work already. 
Phil tidied himself up, to be sure of making 
a good impression; and, waving good-by to 
Ruthie, he hurried off toward the village, 
which was only about a mile from the Lane 
home. 

However, as he was returning an hour 


later, his mood was different. Both jobs— 
one in a grocery store and one as a newsboy 
—had been taken just before he came to 
apply for them, and he had not been able to 
find anything else. What had gone wrong? 
Could it be possible that magic pictures did 
not work, after all? 

Phil tried to see himself being paid, but 
the picture did not seem so clear as it had 
before. Why, his doubts must have spoiled 
it already! He shook the doubts away, and 
tried again. Now, the picture was just as 
bright as before. 

Suddenly, Phil heard a familiar sound, a 
horse’s whinny. He looked around. His way 
home led along the edge of a big estate 
called High Hill, and now that he was 
roused from his thoughts, he saw that he 
was passing one of the main paddocks. The 
whinny had come from a horse who was 
standing in a strained position under a young 
tree. 

Phil looked at the horse, a well-built gray, 
more closely; and, at once, he saw what was 
the matter. The horse had been nibbling the 
tender, new leaves on the tree and had 
caught his halter on a stout twig. Frightened 
at being trapped, he might start rearing and 
plunging any minute. He could easily jerk 
his head and get a sharp end of a dead 
branch in his eye! 

Almost before he realized what he was 
doing, Phil had rolled under the fence. He 
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knew he was trespassing, but it was the 
only thing to do. Walking slowly over to 
the trembling horse, Phil patted him and 
talked to him soothingly. Then, still moving 
carefully so as not to alarm the gray more, 
he climbed the tree and with his jackknife, 
cut through the twig that held the halter. 

Gratefully, the horse bounded away. Phil 
was just closing his knife when he heard 
a voice almost beneath him. 

“Hey, you!” it said. ‘““What are you doing 
up there?” 
(To be continued) 


That Special Feeling 


(Continued from page 8) 


dress, singing as sweetly as if she had on 
the finest dress in all the world. There was 
a tightening in Sally’s throat as she thought 
of the new green dress and how she had 
looked at home in front of the long mirror. 
Later, stretched out in their beds, with 
the lights out, Sally and Marta talked about 
the day. It had been a full, exciting one. 
“But tomorrow will be even better,” 
Marta promised. “When the chimes ring and 
you see all the lovely lilies and you remem- 
ber the Easter story, you get a feeling. It’s 
way deep inside your heart, and you forget 
about wanting new clothes and a shiny car 
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and all the extra things. You are all full of 
love, and you want to share it. Sally, it's 
a special Easter feeling, and I think it’s 
starting now,” she said sleepily. 

Sally lay still in the darkness. She had a 
feeling, but it was not like Marta’s. AM 
thought that would not go away had flashed i 
into her mind while Marta was singing. Likely 
an inner voice, it kept whispering and ream 
minding, not let Marta wear thel™ 
green dress to sing her Easter song? You 
have other new things—the hat and shoe 
and gloves and bag.” 

“But why should I let her wear my dress? 
Her dress is pretty, and it looks almost new, 
She doesn’t expect me to share my dress, 
so why should I?” Sally argued with her 
self. She punched her pillow and tried to 
forget the whole thing. Why had she ever 
thought of it? Now, half the fun of wearing 
the new dress was ruined. 

She turned the question over and over in 
her heart until, at last, she went to sleep. 


The next morning was bright with sum 
shine. It shone through the stained-glass 
windows of the church and touched the 
white lilies and green ferns around the 
altar. Soft music drifted on the air as the 
sanctuary filled with people. Back behind 
the pulpit, the white-robed choir was already 
seated. As the organ changed into the opem 
ing hymn, the junior choir came slowly 
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CAREER TIPS FOR TEEN-AGERS 


( & Zy Can you imagine owning and operating your own radio 

The April issue of You magazine, the “teen-ager’s best 

1 / \Sv friend,” tells about seventeen-year-old Arnold Shapiro, of 


(aA. Alhambra, California, who actually does just that—and 
\ a y what’s more, he built his station himself! He is working 
>) toward a career as a television producer-director, and you'll 

ail want to read all about his present work and his ambitions. 
{/ \ \ If you are ever tempted to give up on your own ambitions 
H NW \\ because of failure, you will want to read the story “A 
Summer’s Work,” by Janet Hall, also in the April You. It 
concerns a girl who wants very much to go to art school, 
and the scholarship which would enable her to do so—if 


WLS she could win it! 
Your voice can be a help or a handicap to you in what- 
UY oo ever career you choose. In the April You, Louise G. Horton 
a " y~ tells how to analyze your voice and put it to work for you. 
| 


if Each month, You magazine brings you material that is 
/, tops in interest and usefulness. One teen-ager writes: “I find 


great enjoyment and help in You and would not like to 

~ NT ye UK miss a single issue. I have found the magazine to be a ‘friend 

“Nee > (~~ in need,’ for any time something is worrying me, I can find 


the answer in You.” 
; If you are a teen-ager, you will enjoy having You, too. A 
ta ., Il year’s subscription—12 issues—is priced at only $1. 

© 
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down the center aisle and took their places. 
The service had begun. 

Seated between Mother and Aunt Jen, 
Sally caught her breath as the organ began 


Indoor Easter-Egg Hunt 
By Rosalie W. Doss 


the special music and the choirs stood up and 
Marta, smiling, stepped forward in the pale- 
green Easter dress. 

As Marta sang the lovely song, Sally lis- 
tened, motionless, until the last note sound- 
ed. It was almost as if she were singing, 
too! With a deep sigh of happiness, she 
looked down at the dress she was wearing, 
the dress with the pink roses that “bloomed 
every spring.” And the special Easter feeling 
was deep inside her heart. 


Fon AN indoor Easter-egg hunt, place 
Easter eggs around the room where they can 
easily be seen. Have the players enter the 
room. Tell them to make a mental note 
of the color and location of each egg they 
can see. Let them have three minutes to 
look around. 

After players leave the room, give each 
paper and pencil and tell them to list the 
eggs they saw and where they were located. 
The player with the most “finds” wins. 


LY 


Happy EAster, everyone! 


& Pl ' It looks as though we'd been having April showers inside, 
doesn’t it? But that’s not what happened at all—even if 
things did look pretty stormy for a minute. 

* Wehr .. You see, Editor Jane Palmer brought some violets to work 

: sag and put them on her desk, and I climbed up to smell them 

ae and upset the vase. She said she understood, though. Every- 

ie a one wants to smell the first flowers in the spring, and since 
a ae he I’m cleaning up the mess I made, it is all right. 

( We: Just before it happened, I was looking at some of the fea- 


tures that will appear in your May WEE WISDOM. I’m 
sure you're going to like them. You know, May baskets need 
to be pretty sturdy, and the May WEE WISDOM has direc- 
tions for making one that is really strong—strong enough 
for me to swing in, because I tried it! The basket is pretty, 
too, and it’s easy to make. 

May WEE WISDOM will also feature an unusual story 
called “Mustard-Seed Size,” by Ethel W. Carr. It’s about a 
little girl who wanted to move a mountain! Her mountain 
was named Edgeworth Hill, and she wanted it moved so she 
would not have to climb it each day on her way to school. 
You'll want to read the story and find out whether she man- 
aged the task. 

Of course, May WEE WISDOM will also have other 
stories, along with poems, games, and features. For a very 
special May Day gift, why not send WEE WISDOM to your 
special friends? It will come to them every month for a 
whole year for just $2—that makes the fun of May Day last 
a long, long time. 

Bye for now—but Ill be back next month! 


Arthur 
(His Mark) 
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